He sat down on his box again, with his head in his hands,
and went on brooding,

"Now, Joe," Slickum said, stopping at the door,
"Squattin' like this won't do no man no good! You've
gotta work. YouVe gotta move 'round an' do something.
Makes you forget your troubles and when you turn 'round
it's all over and the kiddy's well again."

"Have you ever had trouble like I have?" Joe asked.
He lifted his head; but his hands still dangled down like
lifeless things.

"Sure had, Joe. I haves not seen no man with no
troubles in my whole life. I haves not seen no troubles
would last for ever either. Troubles come an' go jess' like
evert'ing else. Troubles are made to forget them."

"Are you a married man?" Joe asked. He could not
believe that any man had ever lived through a night like
this.

"Not now, thanks to the Lawd," Slickum said. "When
I was in vaudeville I was a married man; then I breaks my
leg, lose my job. Had three kiddies too. Them all dies in
that epidermic. e Good-bye kiddies, see you again in heaven.'
The wife runs off with another man. * Good-bye, wife, see
you again in helL' Now A is a happy man. No rnoh
troubles for me."

He lifted his arm with the coverlets and left. As he
turned Ids eyes back he had the satisfaction of seeing Joe
stir and go to work with his props.

He found the dressing-room as he had left it. Bhakaroff
was still resting and Sybil sat at the edge of the couch and
watched his face. The tap dripped. The suitcases waited
to be packed and closed. The time went by. From the
stage came distant singing as the opera passed through its
last scenes. The ballet was over and the new Escamillo's
little duet with Carmen had begun. Mike Stern's superb
voice could be heard clearly, even here in this room. Sybil
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